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on the ground as he twisted and contorted himself: all in vain.
After a half-hour of this, they gave it up. 'I-ti-bli-lerk-to,' the
old men said. (He is out of his mind.) Once awake again, he
could remember nothing that had happened, and when they
told him, he burst out laughing and refused to believe them.
His father 3 Anarvik, said to me that this always happened hi the
spring, when the boy did not get enough sleep, wandered all
night long, night after night, and stretched out occasionally oft
the bare ground to slumber. Angulalik's little son, Wakwak,
displayed the same symptoms, though not so violently. Once
they came to, the boys complained of headaches; but these
things pass when they grow to be men.
At Gjoa Haven, in October, I had attended the annual
winter burial carried out by Paddy Gibson to preserve his
stores against the coming cold. Here, at Perry River, it was
the spring disinterment that I witnessed.
'Last autumn, I was finishing the building of my house,5 said
Angus Gavin. cWe had unloaded the ship, and I had a lot of
stuff for the Store piled up on shore. I went to bed one night
thinking I could go on with the house and move the stuff up
the hill later. It snowed that night; the drift piled up; and by
nightfall everything on shore was buried. I managed to dig out
some of the stuff, but the rest is over there9 — he pointed; CI
think,* he added with emphasis.
I went with him down to the shore where, like a sorcerer with
his wand, he walked about plunging a long harpoon into the
snow and muttering to himself.
Tm sure this is where I buried the coal,3 I heard him say.
At the same time, a like exhumation was being undertaken
by the Eskimos. Canoes, tents, hides, boxes, even rusted sewing
machines were dug up and carried home in triumph. Tents
rose on every side, and before the tent of Atkaitok an admir-
ing crowd babbled and handled the enviable riches he had
uncovered.
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